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at the gushing terms, interspersed at every turn with
French phrases, in which they expressed themselves,
their cooing ecstatic voices, "die Devonshire House
drawl". But the Duchess and her sister, at any rate,
were in reality the very reverse of artificial. They
seemed affected because they were unselfconscious;
their privileged position had always allowed them to
express their naturally refined and warm-blooded
temperaments with uninhibited freedom. Impulsive,
spontaneous, uncontrolled, they followed in every-
thing the mood of the moment, the call of the heart.
They danced till dawn, they gambled wildly, they
mourned and rejoiced with equal lack of restraint. In
them the affections, for friends, for relations, swelled
to fever pitch; while into love they flung themselves
with a reckless abandon. Love was indeed thek voca-
tion, the centre and mainspring of their lives. From
earliest youth to the threshold of old age, the ladies of
Devonshire House had always an affair of the heart
on hand; ranging from light flirtation to the most
agonizing drama of passion. For privilege did not
save them from suffering. How should it, blown about
as they were by every gust of desire, and without the
slightest vestige of self-control? The life of feeling does
not make for happiness in this rough world. The very
basis of Devonshire House life was complicated by it.
Lady Elizabeth Foster, a penniless grass widow, living
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